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tJie Opera Lothair went. While the agreeable lady the
day before was dilating at dinner on this once famous
entertainment, Lothair remembered that a certain person
went there every Saturday evening, and he resolved that
he should at least have the satisfaction of seeing her.

It was altogether a new scene for Lothair, and being
ranch affected by music he found the general influence so
fascinating that some little time elapsed before he was
sufficiently master of himself to recur to the principal
purpose of his presence. His box was on the first tier,
where he could observe very generally and yet himself be
sufficiently screened. As an astronomer surveys the starry
heavens until his searching sight reaches the desired planet,
so Lothair's scrutinising vision wandered till his eye at
length lighted on the wished-for orb. In the circle above
his own, opposite to him but nearer the stage, he recog-
nised the Campians. She had a star upon her forehead, as
when he first met her some six months ago ; it seemed an age.

Now what should he do ? He was quite unlearned in
the social habits of an opera-house. He was not aware
that he had the privilege of paying the lady a visit in her
box, and had he been so, he was really so shy in little
things that he never could have summoned resolution to
open the door of his own box and request an attendant to
show him that of Mrs. Campian. He had contrived to get
to the Opera for the first time in his life, and the effort
seemed to have exhausted his social enterprise. So he re-
mained still, with his glass fixed very constantly on Mrs.
Campian, and occasionally giving himself up to the scene.
The performance did not sustain the first impression.
There were rival prima-donnas, and they indulged in com-
petitive screams: the choruses were coarse, and the
orchestra much too noisy. But the audience were ab-
sorbed or enthusiastic. We may be a musical nation, but
our taflte would seem to require some refinement.